SPIRIT OBSESSION THOUGH THE NOISE 

(pt. l.) 

(poems) 


-by B. Edwards 



1 . 


It is a typical September night 
Not hot 
Not cold 

But warm enough still 

That I have my air conditioner going 

Here in my home 

And now it would seem 

More than ever 

That I am not alone 

Though the skeptical eye 

And the skeptical ear 

Would never believe 

"if we were human there would be forgiveness" 
I hear a female voice speak 
Through the steady noise 

It is the same voice 

That I've heard every day for four years 

Ever since that voice ...one among many 

Broke out of the recordings 

That I was making in this those days 

Now this voice 

Follows me night and day 

When I am in a silent room 

I can most often 


Hear her whispering 



Yet when I am near 


Things than create a steady noise 

She can at times 

Sound especially menacing 

"there are higher life forms on this planet" 
She seems especially fond of saying to me 

"we do not share your values" 

Is she being real here? 

Or is it just another ruse? 

Riddles ricochet from the noise 

Octaves instilling vertigo 

From heavy contemplation 

The mind can so easily feel weighed down 

Gateways to the astral dimensions 

Here within this room 

Gateways of sound 

It is the sound that holds the key 

The blessing, the curse 

And the intruding affliction 

It will be midnight soon 

And I will go to bed with the hope 

To fall asleep quickly 

Yet.this most likely 

Will not happen 
This most likely 




Will not be the situation 


A little after midnight 

Voices will seem 

To fill my bedroom 

They will say 

Any number of things 

They will make any number of claims 

Voices will seem to fill my room 

"we are distracted by your existence" 

I hear the female voice speak 

It is almost one o'clock 
In the morning now 
I take more sleep-aid 
That is all I can think to do 

"Hey!" 

A male voice shouts in my ear 
I think to myself 

That was not the female voice that I usually hear 
And then I hear the female voice say 
"that was Jonathan" 

The next evening 

I'm sitting in my living room chair reading 
I'm hearing the voices 

Coming in over the air conditioner noise once again 
I'm not really listening 



I'm not even sure 


If the voices are speaking to me 

Sometimes. 

It seems like they are not 
The familiar female voice is there 

One morning about a year ago 
I awoke suddenly 
It was still very early 
The room was completely dark 
And her voice was there 
And she spoke to me 

"it is Crystal.it is Crystal who is here with you" 

Ever since that morning 

She has identified herself to me as "Crystal" 

She is not trying to be disruptive 
Or bullying at the moment 
Knock on wood 
I hope this keeps up 
I could use a change around here 

"if you cannot discern who you are talking to 
Then you become a prisoner" 

I just heard Crystal speak 

Perhaps the calm is over now 

And a storm of voices is about to begin 

I will have to see 


It is ten thirty now 





This is one of the more common times 
That I experience a barrage of voices 
And so the voices are now crashing 
As thunderous waves breaking 
A kind of vertigo is setting in 
This often happens 
In these predicaments 

The last remnants of silence are being devoured 
By their fury 

Why do they remain? 

Does time not feel the same for them? 

The storm should pass soon 

But it may return again several times tonight 

Until I am fast asleep 

And far away 

There....the air conditioner 
Has turned off now 
That fountain of sound has ceased 
The storm of voices has subsided 
For now....for now 
Outside....out in the night 
I can hear 

A lone cricket chirping 

Less than an hour later 


As midnight now approaches 



The storm of voices returns 
I was just thinking about reincarnation 

A thought."is it real?" 

And Crystal speaks to me. 

"we cannot reveal." 

I cut her off with. 

"nevermind.I understand" 

Fatigue is starting to set in 

These eyes are getting heavy 

I'll be taking some sleep-aid in a few moments 

The routine.the damn routine 

And tomorrow 

It's back to work 

By nine o'clock 

It's been a lousy week there 

I await with eagerness 

For the season to change 

For Winter to arrive 

Time seems to move more slowly then 

At least for me 

There is noise filling this room again 
Now a kind of amphitheater is conceived 
Though I am little phased 
With much of this 
I am as emotionless 
As a statue now 


It's sometime well after midnight 









On September 12, 2019 
I don't even want to look at the time 
I was just trying to fall asleep 
When Crystal attacked 

Her voice was like a relentless suppressing fire 
She was using 
Her old devious trick 
Of shouting in my ears 

The physical presence was also unmistakable tonight 
I just took some more sleep-aid 
For I have the feeling 

That she is not through yet with her attack 
She was using words like "prisoner" and "hostage" 

I was trying to get to sleep under fire 

She shows no sign of fatigue 

She does not grow tired 

The suppressing fire of insults....riddles 

And obvious lies 

Continues without let up 

I'll give sleep another try now 

Before the whole night is lost 

It is early evening 

On a mid-September night 

Earlier this afternoon 

From over my shoulder 

I heard Crystal's say 

"we are in your planet's atmosphere" 


It was a clear sky 



Blue like a dream of better days 
It's not so inconceivable to me 

It is later now.almost midnight 

I will try and call it a day soon 
In this kind of situation 
I have to emphasize 
The "I will try" aspect 
For when I am trying to fall asleep 
This is when I most often 
Experience the most activity 
Though by now 

It has become something of an old routine 

The rooms 
The hallway 

It is all seemingly silent around here 
Yet I know 

That there is something deceiving about this silence 

I know that this silence will not be lasting 

Yet I will savor what I can get of it 

Yet I know that this is not truly 

What silence is 

it has been a long time since I've really experienced that 
And that memory is gone now 

I hear Crystal's voice say 

"some people have the concept of this right 


But not the details" 




After hearing this 
I went outside for a smoke 

The last of the night 

-September, 2019 



2 . 


"You are writing about something 

That is not supposed to exist but does anyway" 

I heard the voice say 

And often 

Throughout the day 

I'll hear the voice repeat the phrase 

"you have no idea" 

"you have no idea" 

Well.I would say 

That's mostly correct 

Though I've learned a thing or two 

From all of this 

That's not even supposed to exist 
Yet it exist anyway 

I know it is true 
This voice 

Is as real as real can be 

What else out there exist 

That the skeptics would say should not? 

They have no idea after all 
As the voice has told me 

*** 
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3. 


It's almost midnight 

I'm about to make a try for sleep 

I can feel the unfamiliar presence 
Moving around on my body now 

And the voices 
The voices are there to 

Physical sensations and voices 
They often go together 
Especially late at night 
Like this 

They have no plans to rest 
No....not now 
Not this hour 

This is typically when 

Things are the most intense around here 

And it'll go fairly easy 
Or it won't 

This journey 
Towards the sanctuary 
That sleep bestows 



I'll savor it while I can 


But only realize it 
In the morning 
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4. 


October 23, 2019 
I came home after work today 
Feeling drained 
I had to lie down for awhile 
I simply couldn't resist 
Fatigue was creeping up on me 
Like a shadow 

I got into bed 

And within a few brief moments 
I was asleep 
And soon after 
I found myself 

Having some very intense dreams 

I can't even remember them 
From only a few hours ago 
But I know that they 
Were very vivid 

I remember waking up 
For a brief moment 
Feeling the familiar sensations 
Hearing the familiar voice 
of the spirit being.Crystal 

Then I closed my eyes again 

And returned almost instantly it seemed 




Back to my dream 


It was still fairly early in the evening 
So I didn't want to stay asleep 

So I opened my eyes again 

And right away 

The voice of Crystal was there 

I could feel her presence moving on me 

I thought to myself 
I wonder what Crystal looks like? 

I've asked myself this same question 
Many times before 

Just a few weeks ago 

When I thought of this questions 

I heard her voice say 

"it depends on who is looking" 

Earlier this evening 
I heard her say 
Something along the lines of 
"we look serpentine" 

"we are created on the astral plane 
From what humans have imagined 
And what they have concentrated on 
Over the course of many centuries" 



I looked towards my bedroom window 
I could see 

That there was a slight trace 
Of daylight left in the sky 

It was still fairly early in the evening 
So I awoke 
Got out of bed 

Forgot all of the details of the vivid dream 
That I had just had only moments ago 

I thought about having a cup of coffee 

But I remembered 

That I had just used up 

The last that I had this morning 

I walked into my kitchen 
Checked the time on my phone 
It was only 7:32pm 
I grabbed a cigarette out of my pack 
And went out on my balcony for a smoke 

The last trace of daylight was nearly gone 
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